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Texas Plains Late 1800’s  

 

Megan lowered herself into the velvet warmth of the oak tub, a sigh of relief escaping her 

tired lungs.  The oppressive heat of the day and those ten hours in the saddle left her drained and 

sore. She settled into the bottom of the barrel, leaned her head against the edge of the hard oak 

and closed her eyes. Exhaustion overtook her as wisps of steam kissed her cheeks.  

Male laughter rumbled through the air. She would have preferred a place inside, but there 

was no inside when you’re on an outpost in desert. Uncle Sam worked from the one room mud-

brick hovel, juggling a steady stream of men through it. He was in charge of building this small 

fort.  

 Her uncle had moved a mountain to bring her with him. General Beaumont. His view of 

women was narrow and confining. Home was the only place for the weaker sex. Megan would 

have been left to work for old Mrs. Carson at the boarding house had she remained behind. She 

shuddered at the thought. Megan hated that place and some of the people staying there made her 

cringe. There was no other family for her to go to. Uncle Sam was all she had. As far as Megan 

was concerned, she’d hold so tight she’d choke him if she had to.  

It didn’t make her life any easier. She spent every second of every day proving a woman 

could ride and wrangle with the boys. She carried whatever needed toting without a word of 

complaint and ran every meaningless menial errand requested of her. Those men had no idea 

how hard it was to act tough and rough. Faking her callous exterior took less and less effort 

every day, though. All their incessant needling grated on her, making her cranky and naturally 

unfriendly.   

The bathing area was cordoned off from the prying eyes of men with a blanket at the far 

end of the mud house. Thankful for the shade of the only tree, Megan tried to get as much water 

as possible to cover her. 
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Locating the nub of soap she’d tossed on her towel, Megan reached for it, every muscle 

screaming in protest. She passed the rough bar over her skin. The tingle of lye pulled the dirt and 

grime away from her arms and shoulders, leaving freshness in its wake. But the endeavor left her 

fatigued.  She stopped, arms sinking into the tub. Soaking was all she needed. 

The diameter of the barrel only afforded her enough room to stretch her legs to a mild 

bend. Her mind drifted to the luxury of the brass tub at Mrs. Carson’s. No regrets. Not even for 

that large tub would it have been worth staying behind.  

In the quiet of her reverie, a loud plop sounded in her bath water, sending a spray of 

water over her cheek. One of the men threw a stone in as an aggravation. They never stopped 

giving her some form of grief. An inspection of the water’s surface revealed only a ripple. But 

something brushed against her ankle. Her heart started a romping pounding.   

That was definitely not a rock.   

Rocks didn’t move, not after they hit the bottom.  A quick jerk didn’t put enough space 

between her foot and the unknown thing.   

Familiar with all the creatures in these vast plains, Megan wasn’t taking any chances. A  

breeze made gooseflesh rise on her wet skin as she rose out of the water. The late day calm filled 

with shrieks of terror. Her screams of terror. 

 

 

 

At the onset of the first shrill of hysteria, Alex bolted toward the blanke ted enclosure.  

“I’ll take care of this, fellows.”  He waved off the other men rushing to her aid. They all 

wanted an eyeful, but Meg was his and he’d be damned if those slobs would get their jollies off 

of her. 
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 One sweep of his arm shoved the makeshift curtain aside. Alex wasn’t at all prepared for 

the spectacle awaiting him behind that blanket.    

Standing inside the tub was the most beautiful sight he had ever seen in his life.  Shaking 

and screaming, her arms encasing her moderate breasts, Megan Cooper looked like one of those 

ladies of the night he’d seen in a stereoscope. That woman was beautiful. Not as beautiful as this 

real live woman. His heart took off like a stampede.  

 Chocolate brown eyes round as saucers peered at him. The tendrils of damp brown hair 

framing her round cheeks and perfect mouth didn’t diminish her shock.  Sunlight played off 

beads of water dotting her slender shoulders as slim, strong arms pressed firmly against the soft 

mounds of pink flesh. One hand made a vain attempt to cover the soaked auburn curls at the apex 

of her muscular thighs. Between the soft curves of her hips he gaped at the tender arc of her 

abdomen.   

Alex’s mouth went dry and he tried to close his eyes, but the connection between his eyes 

and his groin over came any sense of decency or consideration. She was spectacular. Every 

muscle in his body flared to life. 

One bound of his long legs and he stood behind her. But before he could utter a word, 

Megan shifted her weight against the edge of the tub. Her five foot something frame toppled 

toward him. Before he could set her aright, the delicate length of her back pressed against his 

arm. The feel of her bare skin on his arm addled his brain so much his feet couldn’t keep up. 

Alex hit the ground, Megan and her soft, naked skin encased in his arms. For such a frail looking 

thing, her body was strong and taunt.  

And she sat square in his lap.  

His whole body went into high alert, blood thundering in his ears as he tried figuring out 

where to put his hands or where not to put them. 
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The sudden turn of events made Megan stop her horrible catterwallering. Those beautiful 

eyes locked on him, then trailed down to settle on his hand. It rested far too close to the swell of 

her breast. Oh Lord if felt so good. Better yet, the soft cushion of her bottom pressed against the 

stiff swelling in his jeans.   

She pulled in a quick breath, her eyes even wider as her arms sought to cover her bosom. 

The rest of her was as exposed as a new born baby. Every part of her seared itself onto his brain.  

He gave her a nervous smile.  “S – sorry,” he managed to groan.  

“Oh good grief.” Megan wriggled, trying to right herself. It didn’t get her anywhere, but 

deeper into his lap. He wished she’d just hold still, because all that movement only made his 

predicament that much more obvious. 

“Alex! Let go of me,” she screamed, a vibrant flush covering her cheeks and neck 

making her more desirable. 

“Stop wriggling, Meg.”  He didn’t know how to set her upright without spilling her all 

over the dusty ground. Truth was he liked having her in his lap.  Over the past three months 

nothing he had tried had succeeded at making her notice him as well as this little escapade had. 

“Let me go, you oaf.” Her arm moved from its protective cover over her breast to strike a 

hapless blow against his chest. 

Did she realize she bared more of herself with that blow? The creamy, fleshy globe 

captured his attention and the dark, taunt peak stared at him. It was a lure beyond restraint.   

Another thud of her fist landed against his chest, jarring some sense into him. 

“If I drop you, Meg, you’ll be covered in dirt.  You’re all wet.” 

“It’ll be more than I’m wearing, and by now you seem to have seen all of me.  Put me 

down.” 
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With that, Alex relaxed his hold and she tumbled from his lap. All the stunning flesh 

spilling onto the filthy dirt. Rising to his full height, he put some distance between them, praying 

she didn’t notice the bulge in his pants.  

“I was only trying to help, Meg.  Don’t get so mad.” He turned away, heat flaring up his 

neck, burning his cheeks. “For God’s sake you were screaming like you were dying.  What on 

earth was that about anyway?” 

As if she’d forgotten the original source of her excitement, she released an exasperated 

breath. “There’s something in my bath water!”  

Alex stood with his back to her, staring at the grey wool blanket hanging as her shield for 

privacy. Now not private at all.   

“Are you going to let me take a look for you?”  

She gave another audible sigh.  “Hand me a towel first.”  

Alex studied the small area, locating a white piece of linen folded tidily at his left. One 

motion of his arm, he swept it up and tossed it blindly behind him. The movement behind him 

made him believe she’d caught it. 

“Can I turn around now?” he asked.  

“Okay,” she conceded.  “Something bumped my foot in that tub.”  She pointed a shaky 

finger at the oak half barrel. 

As Alex gaze moved to the tub, the sight he witnessed was almost as disturbing as having 

Megan land square in his lap.  Creamy white skin glared at him above and below a narrow swath 

of ivory linen.  Her pillowed breasts pressed against the fabric and slender legs stretched below 

it.  His breath caught in his throat at the sight.  Alex’s miserable attempts to visualize Megan’s 

shape beneath the rugged trousers and rough shirt she wore daily paled next to the exquisite 

vision before him. 

“You can stop gawking,” she said.  
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He jerked his gaze to her face, hoping she didn’t think the worst of him. Though, male 

that he was, everything about her enthralled him. 

 “Oh.”  He riveted his attention to the oak vat.  The water’s surface appeared harmless 

enough.  “Do you think it was a snake?”  Running his hands through the water wasn’t anything 

he undertook lightly if a snake was involved. 

“I don’t know.” Her foot sent a cloud of dust flying. “If I knew that, I’d be screaming 

‘snake, snake’.  Just find it Alex.”  She pleaded, her straight teeth kneading the flesh of her 

plump bottom lip. 

 “Could just be a lizard or something.”  With that thought, he lowered one hand into the 

water.  It was warm and comfortable.  Something moved against his fingers. Instinct brought his 

arm out instantly. 

 “Did you find it?”  Megan leaned closer, nibbling that lower lip as her warmth pressed 

into him.   

She smelled of fresh soap and all he wanted to do was wrap her in his arms and drink her 

in, starting with that lip.  Then he would make his way down her slender neck and nuzzle her… 

He’d better stop.  The tangent his mindless body was taking him on would only serve to make 

him crazier than he already was. 

Alex’s weight centered over the open tub as he used caution to explore beneath the 

water’s surface.  Without warning a creature sprang from its depths, smacking its wet body 

against his right cheek.   

He jerked his body back, his heart taking off like another stampede. What the hell was 

that? He lost his balance, again. This time he went head first into the warm bath.  Water seeped 

into his nose, burning his eyes, tasting soap as he came back out. Spitting and sputtering he 

fought for breath as laughter rang in his ears. 
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Wicking the water from his eyes, he watched Megan giggle and chortle. All that joy 

making her body shake and move in ways even his imagination hadn’t come up with. The urge to 

throttle her dissolved with the vision of her soft curves quivering with delight. To witness her 

shed her crusty exterior and emerge as a soft, warm woman was well worth the soaking.   

Then, returning his attention to the tub, sitting on the edge, pleased as plum, was the 

largest toad he’d seen in weeks.  It squatted contentedly as its throaty croak announced its 

dubious presence. 

 


